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We begin. 


...on August 5, 2022, when the long awaited first season of The 
Sandman is finally released on Netflix and accomplished what was 
thought to be impossible. Neil Gaiman's The Sandman is a comic 
with a massive legacy, setting such a high bar with its iconic 
characters and acclaimed storylines that a faithful on-screen 
adaptation felt just out of reach with each attempt. And through 
unimaginable levels of care, thought, craftsmanship, and passion, 
The Sandman was brought to life so faithfully and beautifully in 
the Netflix adaptation that all expectations were exceeded in every 
aspect. 

In the long months following the show's release, with the 
uncertainty of its future with no news of renewal, it was astounding 
to see the fanbase continue to produce the most gorgeous fan works 
with hopeful ferocity. It was during that time that the idea of this 
zine came to be—to show the love for the series and celebrate its 
SUCCESS. 

Now complete, this zine serves as a token of gratitude and 
appreciation for the TV adaptation and every member of the 
crew and cast involved. Season one of 
es Netflix's The Sandman is a triumph. It is 
Same acreative victory, a gift to the fans, 

- and everyone involved deserves 
mam, to be proud beyond words. 
ym There is so much story yet to 
be told, but for now—thank you 
for all your work! Congratulations 
F _on the renewal! 
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Hindly Stopped 
for mee 


Unity Kincaid, after her sacrifice 
to save Rose Walker, is offered 
an impossible choice. become a 
subject of the Dreaming, or 
journey [2° all mortals must] to 
the Sunless Lands, 


By Veli (@silverynkystar] 


“What will happen to me now?” 

Lucienne paused mid-motion, hand still 
stretched towards the doors of the Dream Lord's 
throne room, even as she turned to face Unity. 
“What happens to most mortals, I suppose,” she 
said. “I wouldn't quite know; my own path was 
rather unconventional.” 

Unity tilted her head, a silent invitation for 
the librarian to continue. But Lucienne didn’t speak 
as she pushed open the strangely simple doors, 
revealing an equally simple hall. Oh, there was no 
uncertainty that it housed the throne of a king—the 
very seat was set atop a winding staircase— but it 
all reminded her a bit more of modern minimalism 
than any castles of old. 

The hall was massive, and much of it empty 
space—and there was space too, the way people 
had spoken of it since she'd woken from her 
century-long slumber, that vast, open sky 
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stretching out beyond her reckoning. That celestial body, the night 
sky, stretched across what should have been the ceiling, appeared 
to have a life of its own. 

“It’s not actually the night,” Lucienne said quietly. “She keeps 
to herself, away from the realms of her children. But my lord 
happens to be closest to her, due to the nature of sleep, and crafted 
it in her image.” 

“Lady Night is his mother?” Unity asked, and Lucienne 
hummed. “Of course she’s personified too.” 

The most intricate of objects in the throne room, to her 
eye, were the stained-glass windows that lined its far side. There 
were three, stacked high and narrow like they sought to imitate the 
Grecian columns by the door. Currently, they featured two beings 
and a place. Two, she had seen already. The dapper reporter who'd 
interviewed her only days ago, fair all over but for the dark glasses 
he'd refused to take off at all; and what appeared to be a nebula of 
a woman. 

“The Corinthian and Gault,” Lucienne explained, pointing 
them out in turn. “Two of our most powerful Nightmares.” 

“He seemed to be perfectly polite,” Unity said absently, and 
Lucienne stiffened. 

“You-you met the Corinthian?” 

“I didn't know that was his name, but... he interviewed me a 
few days ago. Was the opposite of a nightmare, really. Polite, not at 
all condescending like some of the other blokes after my story.” 

Lucienne simply stared at her for a moment, but seemed to 
shake herself together. Unity decided to have mercy on the poor 
woman and changed the topic, asking after the subject of the third 
window; a beautiful replica of the green fields where her death 
as the Dream Vortex had occurred not minutes ago. At this, the 
librarian softened just a bit. 

“Fiddler's Green. Lord Morpheus called him the heart of 
the Dreaming—and we all found it as close to complete peace and 
harmony as anybody could get in this realm or the Waking. When 
he left...” she paused; evidently there was a painful story there. “I 
didn't realize when exactly it had happened. I went to those lands 
one day seeking a comfort I had not felt since Lord Morpheus 
had been captured, and found... absolutely nothing. Most of the 
Dreams left after that.” 
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Unity simply watched Lucienne as she, in that one breath, admitted 
to a kind of loneliness she could not hope to understand. And yet— 
being the only survivor of the sleepy sickness, the one to outlive 
her family and friends alike, now all dead— who else could? 

“You must have felt so alone,” she whispered. 

“Only after the library disappeared,” Lucienne said, with a 
weak smile. “But... they are all back now. The books, the words, 
the dreams. And Lord Morpheus. I try to find comfort in that. Even 
when he’s being a prick.” 

Unity laughed, startled by the abrupt change in tone. “I have 
heard that is the way of kings,” she said slyly, and caught Lucienne’s 
eyes twinkle with amusement. 

“You have made your exceptions before,’ said a deep, 
echoing voice, just before Lucienne could respond. The two women 
turned, startled--they had not heard the doors open, or the echo of 
footsteps as Lucienne’s own had clacked smartly across the ground, 
and so had completely missed the arrival of the King of Dreams. He 
was not alone as he had been when he'd sent the pair away to his 
palace, and looked as close to animated in his speech as Unity had 
seen him. 

“You dont have to plead your case, Dream,” his companion 
said affably. “I already said yes.” 

She, like him, was garbed in all-black, in more casual 
modern dress. She took in the sight of the throne room now, not 
unlike Unity herself had done. And Unity’s own eyes were drawn to 
the silver pendant that fell from her throat — it caught the light and 
eleamed, far too bright for the relative dimness of the hall. 

“I like what you've done with the place,” she added, resting 
an arm across stiff shoulders. Dream's companion looked oddly 
at ease, as though she would fit in anywhere she went. “I miss the 
colonnades, though.” 

“Lam so glad it meets your standards, my sister,” he said 
dryly. “You are aware it is ever-changing to reflect the minds of 
dreamers?” 

“The palace exterior, yeah. This room’s all you. Wish you'd 
seen the height of art deco; you would have enjoyed the splendor.” 

Unity watched the exchange carefully —there was some of 
that same unearthly power in Morpheus’ eyes that curled around 
his sister, and then there was the matter of her silver pendant. An 
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ankh, she recalled, an ancient symbol of life. 

Then, the woman met her eyes, and in that moment, Unity 
realized exactly who she was. 

Death looked a lot like Rose Walker, when she smiled. 

There was that same sort of quiet held in her frame, and the 
steadiness of someone who had seen too much tragedy but carried 
on anyway, maybe not for themselves but those they loved. Unity 
wondered how far that love spread, and knew instinctively that it 
was no small thing. 

“Normally, this goes a bit differently,” Death said, “but 
Dream managed to convince me.” 

“So youre... not here to take me with you?” Unity asked 
cautiously. 

“Youre already dead, Unity,” she said, not unkindly. “Most 
people who die, even in the Dreaming, simply let me lead them into 
the Sunless Land— whatever lies after, in their beliefs— but Dream 
convinced me to let you choose.” 

“Choose?” 

Death hummed, shifting on her feet and releasing her 
brother, who huffed. “Sometimes, such as incidences when my 
brother needs a new raven, a newly dead soul is transformed by 
my will to become a resident of the Dreaming. Dream already has a 
raven at the moment, but I could offer you something similar.” 

“A life in the Dreaming?’ Unity asked hesitantly, gaze flitting 
momentarily over to Dream's still inscrutable face. 

“Not a life,” Death corrected. “You've already lived it, though 
you spent most of it in here. You would simply. .. exist, in a form 
that calls to you. Call it an un-life, if you'd like, or an afterlife, 
though neither of those are entirely true.” 

“You could choose a form as you would like, should you 
decide to stay,” Dream added. “Something from your younger days, 
or even as you are, or an entirely non-human appearance. 
Alternatively, I could reshape your appearance with my sister’s 
help, through her awareness of your soul. It would be yours in the 
truest sense of the word.” 

“Or,” Death continued, infinitely gentle now: “You get what 
everyone else gets. You've lived your life, and now you find out 
what comes next.” 

Unity reeled at the magnitude of the offer. She cast a 
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helpless look at Lucienne, who looked only sympathetic. 

“I got to choose, somewhat,” the librarian said. “I died in my 
sleep, in a life I don’t entirely remember anymore —I got chosen 
to become Lord Morpheus’ raven, after that. It was an interesting 
form to get used to, to say the least.” 

“But you're not a raven now. And... I don't think it’s quite 
the same for me, as a former Vortex.” 

Lucienne shrugged. “It’s not the same for anybody. There 
are some universal experiences, true, but they are, in the end, only 
what you make of them.” 

“You don't have to choose immediately,” Death added. “But 
I'm afraid I can't give you an eternity. There are... rules, for these 
things. Ones I cannot stray from, no matter how much Id like to.” 

“I would prefer not to delay my choice,” Unity said, 
wondering if she was taking liberties with the offer at all— but 
neither of the Endless looked angry, or irritated, or anything 
other than grave and attentive. “But how do | know it’s not the 
wrong one?” 

“Wrong for whom?” Dream asked her. “The only consider- 
ation that matters now, Unity Kincaid, is what you want. What my 
sister and I offer you will not break the laws of the universe — we 
do not promise a return to life, merely the path available to you as 
one of the dead. It is unconventional, but not concerningly so. And 
there will be no additional consequences lying in wait for you for 
either option.” 

No, she supposed not. She doubted the Lord of Dreams 
would have abided by anything that were to threaten his realm or 
that of his sister. “Risk aside... I don’t know what lies ahead of me, 
on either path.” 

“Nobody does,” Death said simply. “That's why this works 
with the rules.” 

Unity exhaled gustily, and startled slightly with the motion. 
Her heart had stopped upon her death, and she hadn't realized 
she could still take in breaths in this strange liminal form. She 
hadn't even noticed that shed still been breathing, truly —though 
it shouldn't be so surprising that logic broke a little in the land of 
dreams. 

Death sighed, resting a hand on Dream’s shoulder. “Listen —I 
cant stay long; I've got other appointments to keep. Just... send me 
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me a summons when you reach a decision. Or don't. I think I'll find 
out, either way. Farewell, Unity. Don't let my brother boss you 
around.” 

Dream raised a brow minutely, but simply raised his hand to 
place it over her own, dipping his head in a gentle farewell as she 
backed away. “My lady,” he murmured, and Death narrowed her 
eyes at him in mock suspicion before snapping a sarcastic salute. 

She was gone between one blink and the next. 
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Unity came alive with the crunch of gravel under her feet. 
Gaslit cobblestone streets stretched out before her, a constantly 
expanding map, and she heard the faint ringing of bicycle bells and 
muffled taps of hooves against the ground, and smelled the freshly 
baked bread wafting from open windows. It was not any street she 
could have named, and simultaneously the corner just around her 
house. Clean air one second and smog the next, barely twilight but 
well past midnight — the passage of dreamtime was mystery and an 
old friend all the same. 

“I didn't think I'd find this so easy, navigating through your 
world,” Unity said to Morpheus, watching a distant figure rush 
across a rainy intersection, all the while struggling to open an 
umbrella. “Or that I could see through the illusion.” 

“There is no illusion. All is as real. as you currently see it,” 
Dream told her, though he was looking elsewhere at a signboard 
marking a nearby tavern. She couldn't make out the words, only the 
vague outline of some animal reared up on its hind legs, but it was 
evidently something he recognized. “The details are in flux, to suit 
the needs of each dreamer.” 

Most beings who reside here after their time in the Waking 
World find it difficult to adjust to the logic, or lack thereof, in the 
Dreaming. It does not surprise me that you are an exception to that 
pattern, Unity Kincaid.” 

“Well. I suppose sleeping one’s life away has some bene- 
fits.” At the very least, she wouldn't be too out of her depth in the 
Dreaming. She sighed, and slipped her hand back into the crook of 
Morpheus elbow, walking arm-in-arm with the Lord of Dreams. 
“It’s just I spent most of my life here, in a way. I lived it fully — 
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eraduated from school, ran Kincaid Sugar after my parents, fell in 
love and had children —a full life, with all the milestones I wanted to 
cross. And then I woke up, and a hundred years had passed—and | 
found out that none of it was real.” 

Dream was the perfect gentleman as he accompanied her 
across his realm—his insistence that she witness it in its fully 
restored glory. 

“The Dreaming is as real as the Waking,” Morpheus said at 
last, the words almost a chastisement. “But I gather your meaning. 
Adjusting must have been... difficult.’ 

“IT think that was why I wanted Rose and Jed with me,” she 
sighed. 

“Your only legacy of that life?” 

“No, my only family. My grandparents had died before I 
caught the sleepy sickness, and my parents passed on somewhere 
along the line. There was no one else. I was—I didn’t know what 
to think, for a while, when I found out from Mr. Holdaway that I 
did have a child while I slept. Mostly, I just wanted to get to know 
them.” 

They walked through the winding streets that Unity 
suspected could have formed a labyrinth, but parted easily for 
them. The mists parted, and reformed some ways ahead of them, 
into a somewhat surreal landscape —a swirl of odd colors and 
forms, some of which Unity could barely comprehend. She fixated 
on a distant spot of a shade somewhere between a blushy pink and 
petrichor, doing her best to will away the newly formed lump in 
her throat. 

“If it is in any way conciliatory,” Morpheus said quietly, “they 
wished to know you just as badly.” 

Unity’s unbeating heart ached for her great-grandchildren. 
Her gaze remained fixed and unblinking on that odd color in the 
distance, until the dry burn in her eyes forced her to close them 
anyway. “I know. Rose told me as much.” 

The pair fell silent after that, one patient, the other pensive. 

“IT thought I was finally going to live,” she whispered. “It 
wouldn't be the same as starting from the very beginning, but I was 
perfectly fine with that. I didn’t want to restart my life, simply go 
forward with it. I didn’t want to be a replacement parent for Rose 
and Jed. Just their family.” 
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“You could visit them, if you were to become a denizen of 
the Dreaming. Whether or not they remember it when they wake is 
dubious, but it would provide them— and you, I think— comfort, if 
that were to happen.” 

Unity let herself think about it, for a long moment. It would 
be wonderful to see them again, as little as that possibility might 
be. But she doubted she could— or would— monopolize their time 
in the Dreaming, without getting trapped in a circle of what ifs. 
Besides, she had no idea how they would react to seeing her there 
at all— would they believe it to be her, only to wake to quiet dis- 
appointment that she was gone? What about Jed, who hadn't once 
seen her at all? How could she justify claiming his time when there 
were other fantasies in store for him in dreams? Rose would blame 
herself, and worry about her wellbeing if she were to recall any 
of her dreams —at the very least, there would be grief at the lost 
potential, especially if Unity went along with whatever dream Rose 
concocted. 

There would be love, of course, and delight at reunions — but 
what more? Would Unity grow more bitter by the day the more she 
stayed, simply because the life she could have had was just beyond 
her reach? She was a part of the Dreaming, now— whatever life she 
might create here would be entirely unlike any other, utterly fan- 
tastical. It would not be the mundanity she actually sought, unless 
she were to slip into a thousand different dreams and populate 
them instead. 

No. Unity would not live her life through others’ dreams. 
Whatever life she might create in the Dreaming, it would be one on 
her own terms. 

“It would hurt Rose, to dream of me,” she said, instead of 
any of the rest of her thoughts. 

“Humans often dream of their lost loves,” Dream said 
solemnly. “It is a natural part of grief. The nicer dreams help 
explore possibilities of a lost future. They help you process what you 
once had, and ease you into no longer having. The nightmares of 
cruel words and actions, or blame... they teach you that you know 
the dead to be better than the images your subconscious mind can 
craft of them. Your appearance in her dreams would not be so 
disorienting as that, Unity Kincaid.” 

“Still. She was a Vortex too. If she realized I wasn't one of 
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of the dreams, but me...” 

Morpheus exhaled slowly and audibly. “I suppose you are 
right to worry about that— but there will not be much she can do, 
should she learn the truth of your presence in her dreams, but find 
solace in speaking to you. Though that too would be a disruption of 
grief, would it not? She is alive, and so must live.” 

Unity suspected those last words hadn't been meant for 
her at all, with how he'd trailed off to the point where she'd had to 
strain her hearing, but he was hardly incorrect. A few more 
minutes passed in silence, Unity squinting past the sunlight that 
erupted from a cold-raincloud-gray, before Dream gently tugged 
her away onto the path once more. The road ahead of them had 
morphed into a bridge, a massive sprawling thing of smooth 
limestone leading right up to the castle where they'd started. The 
river that ran beneath it was clear and sparkling in the daylight, a 
painter's paradise. 

The tour was nearing its end, then, she thought sardonically, 
allowing herself to be directed around as she took in the sight. 

The bridge was unnervingly perfect, with no break in the 
surface — nothing that indicated that it was anything other than a 
single, massive, perfectly cut and carved slab of rock. She startled 
when it rumbled and shifted under her feet, wondering for a 
moment whether the ground would carry them across like a wave. 
Morpheus took her sudden grab of his forearm with an easy grace, 
steadying her before pointing out the large, smooth pair of stone 
hands that scooped the length of the bridge high above the river, 
now as still as though that had been its original position all along. 

Unity might have even believed it, had she not felt the 
tremors herself. 

It felt like a procession, walking down the bridge— it was 
empty one moment, then populated with the flickering figures 
of dreamers in the next. Some simply skipped across the smooth 
stone, others stopped to chat, and a few even leaned dangerously 
across the railing to catch a glimpse of the crystalline water. Unity 
had to hold herself back from lunging over and drawing them to 
safety. It was their dream, she reminded herself. They would not 
die here, as she had. 

“Pm afraid I will have to take your leave once we arrive at my 
palace,” Morpheus said quietly, letting go of her hand and striding 
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striding a few paces ahead. “Lucienne and Matthew can help you 
with what you need, until you arrive at a decision.” 

Unity stopped. They were almost to the stair-lined gate, 
with the towering guardians wrapped around the archway. The 
three creatures looked on with what she assumed was interest, but 
did not say a word. They had not spoken once the last time she'd 
entered the palace with Lucienne, merely nodded in respectful 
ereeting to her. 

“T already have,” she said carefully, and felt in her very bones 
that she spoke the truth. She wasn't even certain when she had 
made her choice —only knew that she'd done it at all. 

Morpheus stilled, almost statuesque for a moment, before 
turning slowly. He watched her for a moment, eyes seeking, and 
hummed. “I see. Shall I send for my sister, then?” 

“I think it would be best,” Unity murmured, “before I change 
my mind.” 

And now, testing: “Would that not be for the better?” 

She shook her head. “It’s like Death said—I've lived my life. 
And though it wasn’t exactly what I'd hoped it would be... no. Even 
now, I cannot return to the Waking. I would resent it over time, if I 
kept facing reminders of what could have been. The Dreaming is. . 
. wonderful, but it’s also a realm about potential. It’s... not for me, 
not anymore.” 

Dream tipped his head in a regal nod. “I understand. Will 
you stay here, Unity Kineaid, or prefer to do this at the heart of the 
Dreaming?” 

“Here, please.” 

And it seemed like no time had passed at all between then 
and Dream’'s return with his sister in tow. 

“Are you sure about this, Unity?” Death asked, kindness and 
concern swirling in the depths of her eyes. 

“I’m sure.” 

“Then take my hand.” 

“Rose and Jed will be well cared-for, in the Waking and 
Dreaming alike,” Dream added. “Go to your peace, Unity.” 

She cast one last glance of him, saw the brightness of his 
eyes and the warmth behind his marble-like facade. Unity had no 
doubt he would keep his promise. 

Morpheus turned away at. the sound of beating wings. 
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Af fections 


By faith 
“He hasn't let me do that.” 


Matthew isn't certain what to think with this 
new information presented to him. Sure, he'd been 
aware that the boss had had another raven before 
him. That was the primary reason why there had 
been such an issue in the beginning with his duties 
as the Dream Lord's raven despite the insistence 
of Lucienne that one was needed. Despite the road 
starting out rather rocky, Matthew liked to think 
that he'd gotten closer to Dream in their time to- 
gether since then. 

Clearly that didn’t seem to be the case. 

Mervyn, for the most part, looked apologetic 
for the information that he’d just shared. 

It wasn't a secret among the denizens of the 
Dreaming how close Dream of the Endless had been 
with Jessamay before her untimely demise. The two 
of them had been nearly inseparable, and the loss 
had shaken their lord to the core. While Lucienne 
had been adamant concerning the need for anoth- 
er raven, it had taken a great deal of time before 
Dream had warmed up to Matthew and accepted 
another in the role. 

‘I've heard stories about Jessamay, obviously, 
and I knew how hesitant he was to take me on as his 
raven when we started out. Guess I just didn't realize 
just how close they were.” 

Hearing that Morpheus would often spoil his 
old raven with affection was more difficult to hear 
than Matthew thought it would be. He hadn't real- 
ized just how much he yearned to have that sort of 
closeness with his boss, or how embarrassed it made 
the raven feel any time he thought about bringing up 
such a subject. Dream had already accepted him 


44 


in this role, which was a feat that had taken a great deal of time. 
How could he possibly ask for more than that? 

“Eh, what can I say, the two of them were like two peas in a 
pod. But that don’t mean you can't get in on that too. Morpheus has 
always been close to his ravens, but losing Jessamay how he did? 
Even I have to give it to him that it may take more time than 
necessary.” 

Shifting on his talons, Matthew looked as solemn as a bird 
possibly could. There was always a possibility that things would be 
different after that tragedy, but a small part of him had been 
holding out hope that it might change. “I get it. Anyways, it’s not like 
I even need to have anything like that. I'm just here to support the 
boss however he needs me to.” 

Neither of them had noticed the footsteps that had come to 
a halt at the end of one of the many large bookcases spanning the 
library. 

“What is it that you do not need, Matthew?” 

Mervyn and Matthew, very slowly, turned towards the 
direction where Dream had emerged from, open book in hand as 
the Endless peered curiously over towards the table they currently 
occupied. 

“On that note, I was just reminded of some repairs I need to 
get done... anywhere else.” Mervyn shot the raven an apologetic 
smile before he was pushing up out of the chair and heading off 
in the opposite direction out of the vast library. Dream was silent 
watching the exchange, brow raising curiously once Matthew had 
turned his attention back towards him. 

“Oh, hey, boss. Uh — right. That. Look, it was nothing really. 
We were just talking about some things I wasn’t aware of before.” 
As he spoke, the Endless began to creep closer towards his raven, 
carefully closing the book and setting it atop the table. He'd have to 
make certain to take it with him after this conversation lest 
Lucienne give him an earful on his treatment of the books if he 
forgot it. 

“It did not sound like nothing. I heard mention of Jessamay.” 

If a raven could cringe, Matthew was certainly doing his best 
attempt. If anything, he tried to duck under one of his wings if only 
to avoid that intense gaze from Morpheus. While his boss didn’t 
necessarily sound upset over the subject matter, everyone within 
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the Dreaming knew that it tended to be a touchy topic. “I am not 
upset if that is your concern. More so curious as to what you believe 
yourself to be missing out on.” 

“It’s nothing serious, really, boss. Mervyn just mentioned 
how close you and Jessamay used to be. How you'd be really 
affectionate with her with the petting and cuddling. I don’t know 
— it’s not like I expect those things. But a small part of me sort of 
wants them.” Matthew had been right; it had been utterly 
embarrassing to admit to such a thing openly. More than that, 
however, was the nerves that felt ready to boil over as he lowered 
his wing down to gauge how the Dream Lord was taking the words. 
Rather than the annoyance the raven had expected, Morpheus 
looked. .. thoughtful. 

“You need only have asked if you desired such affections, 
Matthew. It was not my intention to make you feel less as my raven. 
The fault for making you feel such things is my own.” 

A pale hand was slowly outstretched towards his raven, a 
gentle finger petting over Matthew's head. Dream could admit that 
he hadn't been as attentive as necessary to the needs of someone 
that had only ever helped him from the very beginning. Even when 
that help had required odd requests and loyalty without question, 
Matthew hadn't thought twice about doing what was needed. The 
loss of Jessamay had been incredibly difficult, but it was not fair for 
him to neglect another. 

Change was not easy for a being’so set in their ways. Dream 
was, however, doing his best to attempt changes bit by bit. He 
could be better for the whole of the Dreaming and the humans that 
depended on him. 

Nudging up against that finger, there was a sense of relief 
that came from the knowledge that his boss wasn't actively angry 
about his words. From whispers among the numerous dreams and 
nightmares within the Dreaming, Matthew was fully aware that 
Morpheus was trying to become better than what he had been 
once. 

“I know how much Jessamay meant to you, and it’s obviously 
not my intention to replace her. I just — well, | want to do a good job 
and make you proud of what I can do, boss. That’s all.” The finger 
continued to stroke along the feathers atop his head, expression 
still thoughtful. 
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Considering. 

“You have done a great deal for me, Matthew. For that [ am 
grateful. I do not ever wish for you to doubt that you do not com- 
plete your duties with the utmost excellence. While [ was hesitant to 
take on another raven after the ordeal within the Waking world, I 
am thankful to have you by my side.” 

“Aw, boss, that means a lot. Thanks.” 

Dream pulled his hand back, instead reaching for the book 
that had been settled atop the table. “Come, Matthew.” Turning, the 
Endless began to make his way through the various shelves within 
the library, the raven quick to follow after to settle atop Dream's 
shoulder as they traveled throughout the palace. Eventually they 
reached the throne room. Matthew remained silent as they jour- 
neyed up the steps that led to the throne at the very top, keeping 
at his perch atop the steady shoulder even as his boss settled down 
atop the throne. 

“Uh, boss? What exactly are you up to?” 

“IT had thought I would finish this book if you want to stay 
with me. If you wish to do so in my lap, I would not be opposed.” 

Oh. So that was what this whole thing was about. Matthew 
was touched. He hadn't expected anything to come from his con- 
versation with Mervyn. “That sounds great.” 

Wings flapping, the raven flew down to settle in Dream's lap, 
peering up at the being with the closest expression that could come 
across as thankful for a bird. The book was cracked open, a portion 
of it settled on the arm of the throne while a hand shifted down 
to stroke through Matthew’s feathers. The raven let out a faint, 
pleased coo as he settled in comfortably. 
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Dream and 
Sonho 


Thoughts about translations and 
the relationship of fans with 
The Sandman, and how it relates 
to the themes of the story, 


By Rodrigo Ortiz Umbolo 


Being a Brazilian fan of The Sandman has 
always been an interesting experience. 

As the dear reader can probably guess from 
my nationality, English is not my first language. In 
Brazil, we speak Portuguese. No, there’s no such 
thing as “Brazilian” as a language in itself, even 
though there’s no question we sound unlike other 
Portuguese-speaking countries. 

In any case, for the last few decades, if you 
wanted to read anything Sandman-related, you 
either had to learn English, or you had to look for 
a translation edition. And I must say, people are 
really passionate about Neil Gaiman's work over 
here. When the TV series was announced, some 
questions discreetly started popping up regarding 
adaptation and, at some point, translation became a 
talking point. 

When it comes to most content that goes 
through translation or localization, there are always 
sacrifices to be made. Some things, like it or not, 
only work completely on the original language. The 
same was true for Sandman since the beginning. 
Right from the name of the main character. 
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No, we don't call him Dream. Far from it. For us, the 
Dreamlord is called “Sonho’. And “Dreamlord’? That's “Senhor dos 
Sonhos’”. The only name with little change, among the most popular 
of his collection is Morpheus, which becomes “Morfeu’. You can see 
the similarity, right? 

This brings up a discreet and peculiar problem. The 
Endless’ names all start with a “D’. Of course, I'll avoid spoilers, but 
you know how Dream, Death, Desire and Despair all sound alike? 
Well, in Portuguese they are Sonho, Morte, Desejo and Desespero. 
The pattern is gone. 

Translators throughout the years have tackled this problem, 
but losing the “D” reference was the only way of avoiding other 
names that would alienate the audiences. There's also the fact that 
we are always aware that this is a foreign-language work, and some 
of us, even when reading (and now, watching) the translated 
material, may think of the original names. We can still hear them 
even if we're watching with translated subtitles, after all. But still 
the reference may pass by those who depend totally or mostly on 
their eyes. 

And, of course, there’s the name of the show itself. That 
much was never translated. We're not calling Sandman “Homem de 
Areia’, even if it would make sense, in a way, and that always 
reminds us that, well, translation is a strange, but interesting field. 

There's the case of the Corinthian, too. We call him 
“Corintio”. Pretty close, too, right? That's how we refer to natives of 
the city of Corinth, in Greece, and how we call corinthian columns 
and whatnot. Thing is, the name is vaguely funny for Brazilians, 
because one of our most famous football teams (“soccer teams’, if 
you are from the US) is called “Corinthians”. And no, I didn't 
translate that. That’s exactly how we write it, though we don't 
pronounce it the same as one would in English. Surprisingly, there 
have been few memes milking this joke. 

When I heard the show was finally being made, though, I 
expected all those changes to be carried over from the comics. 
What I wondered about the most was how they would deal with 
Desire. That's because, in Portuguese, we traditionally always use 
gendered nouns and adjectives, and have no neutral pronouns. That 
means that calling them “they”, while retaining traditional usage of 
the language could be a problem. 
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Pronouns have been a surprisingly political topic on the last 
few years throughout the world, especially with anti-trans bigots 
raging against transgender rights and inclusive language. Brazil is no 
different with this problem, but we do have our own style of 
bigotry exactly because our language structure requires stronger 
changes to accommodate gender-neutral language. 

Throughout the years, translators usually worked around 
this issue, when it came to referring to Desire in the comics. We 
don't have the word “sibling”, just “brother” (“irmao”) or “sister” 
(“irma”), So at some point one option was to translate it as 
“brother-sister”, for example. 

But with neutral language as an all-time high and as a 
constant talking point, Netflix’s translators pulled no stops with 
our localization, and so when we have Morpheus calling Desire “my 
sibling” it ended up being translated as “minhe irmane”. You may 
not be able to tell it just by looking, but those two words would be 
really far from any language experience we might have had in our 
whole lives. 

Needless to say, there has been much discourse about this. 
There has been direct bigotry, indirect bigotry hidden behind 
complaints about “wokeness’ and, of course, much talk about the 
sanctity and purity of language, “artificial changes” and so on. Even 
some of the so-called fans from the original work, missing several 
of Neil Gaiman's points, came forward to complain, only to be 
correctly dunked upon by others and Neil himself. 

But at the end of the day, most of that faded away, along 
with the complaints about ethnic changes in Death and other 
characters, as well as the gender switch for Constantine (even 
though, in this particular case, there were also legal reasons for the 
change). There has been no language apocalypse because of 
Desire, and fans all around embraced them, one way or another. 
The show has been a success despite the noise. 

Thinking about it, it shows something about the power of 
good stories, and how Sandman has always been important. 

Dream’s story is, after all, a story about reality. About things 
existing, things being interpreted and, more importantly, about 
change. The same goes with language: it describes the world we 
see, and the unseen. And it changes according to our needs and our 
reality, but it also shapes reality as we use it. 


57 


A name can be translated, and we may or may not be aware 
of the original, and it can, on one hand, mean the same thing, but 
have several other meanings according to who is speaking or 
listening. Dream may be called Dream, or Morpheus, or Kai'ckul, 
and his appearance may change accordingly. The Corinthian’s name 
may be unwittingly funny to some people. Desire may be even 
more unreachable to others. But that isn’t bad at all. It only makes 
The Sandman greater. 

That's the stuff of dreams. The more you try to understand, 
the more there is to find, the deeper it gets. 
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ANOTHER DAY STARTS 
IN THIS PLACE 
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Scent Memories 
(and Other 
Benign Agonies 


fin exploration of what 
Hob leaves behind. 


By Theflltinowmgdwt 


For all that he lives forever, Hob Gadling is 
and will always be just a man. 

He will not die— has not chosen to, will not 
will it just yet- not when there is so much living left 
to do. Even in the darkest moments— when he is 
starving, when he cannot sleep for guilt of what he 
has done (of what he has done his best to 
remedy) — there is always the hope of the future. 

Of the dawn. 

Of a tomorrow that may yet become a today 
worth living for. 

This, above all things, is what keeps Hob 
Gadling going. 

In the meantime, however, he has all of his 
little treasures that make the days worth seeing 
through. Trinkets profane and profound, tales told 
the same and anew a hundred different times, the 
way one hill can look on two afternoons seventy 
years apart... there is so much to see! So much to 
experience. 

So much to lose. 

Not all of Hob’s life has been suffering, 
evidently, and even in the parts that have hurt the 
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most, he has never once wished sincerely to die. Even in the rot 
of it all, there has been enough goodness left to gnaw at, until the 
whole was healthy once again. Besides that—- Hob loves life! There 
is nothing better than this— to be alive long after he should have 
died. 

That does not help the dead he’s left behind. 

It is not their fault, nor is it Hob’s. Still, either way, Hob 
loves the living, and the living always inevitably do as living are 
wont to, and die. Does he stop loving them afterwards? No. Can he? 

Of course not. 

Does it still hurt, after all these years? To love and to lose 
and to live a hundred years beyond them anyway? 

Yes. 

Yes— of course it does. 

And Hob keeps going anyway, because the living become 
the dead, but not Hob. That, naturally, would defeat the purpose of 
living if he allows himself to die so easily. Hob Gadling holds on to 
life with both hands, and will claw himself out of any grave until his 
fingers are slick with mud and blood. He loves life too much to give 
it up, and he will not regret the connections (however ephemer- 
al) he makes along the way. Only his Friend, the Stranger, remains 
after all else falls away, but there have been others. 

He loves his Friend for his constancy, but there will always 
be others alongside and inbetween. 

One such story goes like this: 

In the year 1506, Hob lives opposite a bakery. Every 
morning, while the sun is still peeking up over the houses, he shrugs 
on his heavy coat, bustles down the wooden stairs and across 
newly-paved flooring, and then across again over to the shop. The 
owners there are kind — a Mr and Mrs Dunn, whom Hob suspects 
saw him as a replacement for the son they lost some years before 
— and he'll chat with them for far longer than he needs to, even 
cajoling them into letting him help out a little. On the days when 
Hob is not needed elsewhere, he stays for longer, sometimes for 
several hours kneading dough, carrying sacks, and taking orders. 

Of all the goods they make in that shop, there are many 
Hob enjoys, but only one has ever been his true favourite. 

A hearty loaf— crusty on the outside, but soft within, and 
seeded all over with poppy and enough rosemary to make one’s 
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head spin. 

Hob has only to step inside on the days the Dunns make a 
batch for his stomach to start growling. 

In the hour before other customers turn up, Hob takes a 
knife to one such bread, and carves thick slices for their breakfast. 
If he is quick enough, the loaf will still be warm from the oven, and 
they ll sit there for a little while, the yellow butter Hob brought 
himself melting as the thin steam curdles and waves in the low light 
of the bakery. 

It is peaceful then... 

Later, when Hob is homeless and hungry, it will not be the 
feasts and pageantry of his richness that he lingers on. 

It will be the warmth of that bakery— of the warmth of the 
Dunns, and those he’s left behind. 

Not all of them... even then it is still too much to think of 
little Robyn and his Eleanor, but... of the memories of kindness and 
simple love. Love, bread, and friendship: an odd combination to 
miss, but one he clings to long after the complex aromas of lamb 
and venison vanish from his mind. 

Hob never did discover the recipe for that bread. 

Mrs Dunn always held it away from him in those days, and 
Mr Dunn would never give it to him either, no matter how much 
Hob wheedled. It was true they saw him as a son, but Hob saw 
them as something like parents too, and just like any ancestors with 
a craft in those days, they wanted to pass it on to him. 

Perhaps as an aching replacement to their own vanished 
child... perhaps for some other reason. 

Either way, it was impossible back then. 

If he had arrived even five years earlier, or known the Dunns 
for longer than the little time he did, maybe he could've done it. 
Yet, Hob arrived at the end of his latest life, at a time where he 
lingered right on the edge of a believable youth. 

He stayed for as long as he could, and picked up what little 
they gave him without the full promise of his joining, but in the 
end... Hob had to leave. 

It was that or watch the Dunns’ quiet joy fade to disquieted 
horror at the realisation of what he was. 

In those days, Hob still believed it would be kinder for his 
apparent death to be sharp, rather than the drawn out rot of his 
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eventual downfall. 

In the years after Robyn, Hob will curse himself for killing 
the Dunns’ only living son so carelessly. It would be better for the 
cutter to be his home forever, than for him ever to tear away 
another parent's child again. 

It is a promise he will break, and forever repent for. 

It is a promise he will near-bankrupt himself to remedy. 

This is not the point, though. The point is: 

Hob is always leaving. 

Hob is a house for hundreds of ghosts. 

Every time he wanders down a street from a century long 
past, and all that has changed are the people. Every instance of 
addressing another, and the instinctive battle of ‘thou’ versus ‘you’ 
wars upon his tongue. For every new invention, there is another 
knowledge lost. 

For every achievement and joy, a little sadness writes itself 
away. 

Maybe the world is changing for the better, and maybe Hob 
adores little more than living that change for himself (always on the 
forefront, always champing at the bit of progress), but the living 
will do what the living have always done-~ and that is rewrite the 
dead. 

How many times has Hob come across fellow academics 
who hate where he himself hailed from? How many times will he 
hear that no one in his time — in any of his times — knew how to 
wash? That women everywhere have never had any power? That 
those fucking queers are a modern pandemic? 

How many? Too many-~ that is the answer. 

And does it rankle to see that? Yes. 

It’s irritating as all hell to see everyone he has ever known 
derided, and it’s annoying when he knows the truth but cannot cite 
any sources other than his own eyes. 

It rubs him the wrong way — that’s for sure — but nothing 
will ever hurt more than that he is not able to mourn his Robyn 
with others. 

He cannot talk about his little boy— how could he? It is not 
that he is not ready, nor that he doesn’t want to, it is only... 

His Robyn — his only known son, his pride and joy — was 
not a little boy when he died. 
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He was a man grown (though not really in his father’s eyes— 
his father who held him as he entered this world, and as he left it), 
and to all the world, Hob cannot be more than half his Robyn's age 
again. Who would believe that a man of his apparent years could 
have a son who lived so long and yet had died so soon? 

No one. 

On the occasions he has managed to share his grief... it does 
not go far. Those who have shared this awful experience — this 
loving, living hell of parents doomed to outlive their children — 
they expect his own loss to be the same as their own. They expect 
children dead as children— they commiserate over landmarks never 
reached- they console over missed birthdays, and clothes never 
erown into, and toys left with no one to play with. 

They join together over little ones who will never grow up. 

Hob bears the memory of a man who never got to grow old. 

And so... Hob mourns his son alone. 

There are good days, however, but there are bad days. It is 
mercy and a hope that Hob fights hand, tooth, and claw to create 
that there are more good than bad times. 

Still- let this author tell you a simple truth: 

Yesterday, Hob came to the banks of the river of his home- 
town. The hamlet there was long gone — even before he left 
originally, those who survived the plague were on their way out — 
but the river remained. He lost an hour there, or more, staring into 
the water rolling languorously past. Into his reflection— into the 
past. 

Everything had changed, down to the serpentine shape 
of the river's course, but the water and Hob had stayed the 
same. 

Today, Hob is caught off-balance by a young woman 
with the exact same head of unruly black hair as his Eleanor. 
His foot slips momentarily on the stair, but he shakes it off, 
and heads to class. 

And tomorrow-— tomorrow, Hob will walk down the 
street to a new bakery near his house. 

He will push open the door, and have to— take a 
moment, to recall his mind to the present. The sweet and 
savoury scents of spices and sugar will wash over him, and 
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Hob will push through the warm air like a swimmer through golden 
syrup. [he air will wash clear amber with the mid morning sun, and 
Hob will make his way up to the counter to buy what he knows will 
be waiting. 

They will not sell it in loafs, but rather in little round buns, 
topped with poppy and encrusted with rosemary. 

Hob will take his, along with a to-go tea, and seat himself at 
the window counter. 

He will break it open with his thumbs, watch the crust split 
slowly — then all at once — along the top, and take a deep breath 
as the steam curls up — languid as you like — from the scar. He will 
tear it properly in half, and— hesitate. Before putting it to his lips. 

A laugh will bubble out then — exasperated at his silliness 
after all this time, and already sure of the outcome — and Hob will 
place a piece into his mouth. 

Life is good- 

Life is good, because there are always new ideas, and new 
people, and sometimes — just sometimes — what you had thought 
was missing will come back to you after time immemorial, changed, 
but at its core all the same. 

Life is good, and in that moment, the rosemary-poppy- 
yeast-home blooms across Hob’s tongue exactly as they did all 
those years ago. 

Hob takes another bite, and lets the tears brim over with a 
ragged sob. 

For amoment, he is back with the Dunns. He is back with 
the people who became his parents, who became his family. 

( Through the hot ache in his chest, and the wetness on his 
cheeks), he is transported to the days before Hob knew anything 
at all. ( Through the shudder of his back) before he made his 
ereatest mistakes, and before he did his best to fix what he could. 
For amoment, he is an impossibly old young man again, and the 
world is still fresh and new and unending: 

Many things have changed over the years, but not this. 

Never this. 

If he has learned one thing, however, it is that he cannot be 
a backwards-facing man. 

Hob grins as the tears lend a salty edge to the bread, and 
gets up to order another one. > 
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LOVE IS... 


...making him perrorm basic human tunctions. 
king him perform basic human funct 
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Whispers 0 
Your Uoice in 
the Darkness 


This wasn't the first time 
The Corinthian escaped 
The Dreaming, . . 


By starryeyedcat 


A street lamp flickered on and off in the 
damp streets. Mist blanketed the early morning 
before the first light. There were no carriages on 
the road during this hour and it was still, a grave- 
yards silence resting over the town. 

A figure appeared that had not been there 
before. 

Tall and imposing, dressed in all black, with 
hair like a raven’s nest sticking up in strange di- 
rections. His eyes were twin stars surrounded by 
the abyss that seemed to emanate around him. It 
was as if darkness followed him. Nightmares that 
woke children and adults alike from their sleep. 
He seemed to feel like that—lurking in the spaces 
where no one dared to tread. 

He stepped forward and walked along the 
pavement towards a house. The house looked like 
every other house on the street. He waited out 
there in the cold like a ghost, pale and brooding, 
not even lifting a hand to knock on the front door. 
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The door opened as if sensing his presence. He went inside 
and the door shut softly behind him. 

Inside, the warmth of the fire illuminated the room. Flickers 
of shadows made from the moving flames cast over the ceiling and 
walls. The living room table was stacked with books and papers 
scattered all over it. A glass filled with amber liquid laid in the open 
palm that rested on the arm of the mahogany couch. 

“I knew you'd come for me sooner or later,” the man on the 
couch said. 

His guest said nothing in reply. He leaned over the back 
of the couch and grabbed the man by his hair. A hiss escaped his 
throat at the sudden touch. The man bared his teeth in a satisfied 
smile. The grip was tight, pain bloomed where he was yanked as a 
laugh sounded. 

The man on the couch laughed and laughed. 

“You will leave immediately and take your place back in The 
Dreaming.” 

“Or what?” he taunted his Master. 

“Or I will unmake you and never create another of you 
again.” 

“That's a lie. You'd miss me too much. I'd even go as far to 
say I was your favourite creation.” 

“Presumptuous,” he breathed and let go of his hair. 

“You want to know why I left?” 

“Why?” 

Although he suspected his Master already knew. 

A knife appeared in his hand, gleaming in the firelight. A 
cruel smile on the Nightmare’s face. 

“This is what you made me for. Have I not done you proud, 
my lord?’ He took off his glasses that obscured the gruesome 
feature of teeth that protruded through his eye sockets. He smiled 
with his ocular teeth and it was a wonder how the Lord of 
Nightmares himself did not shiver, as the face of this creature 
scared every living being. “I have left the Dreaming to make myself 
a home here. You have to admit I am much better suited in the 
Land of the Living. Look at all the work I have done. The people I 
have killed. The eyes I have taken.” 

His Master gazed at him with a disapproving look. His lips 
jutted out in a pout that felt like a father scolding his child. His eye 
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were turbulent with nebulas and exploding stars, eyes that could 
destroy him with a mere blink of his lashes, It struck fear into the 
Nightmare. More than the fear he placed into the hearts of humans. 

“You disappoint me, Corinthian.” 

“My lord, I have been fashioned by your hands. How can you 
look at me with disgust? If you are the one that created me in your 
image, how am [ not a reflection of your own faults? I am not incor- 
rect. I have succeeded in my task and I fulfil my true nature. If you 
find fault with me, you find fault with yourself. You are the one that 
is wrong.” 

“Be careful of your words, little dream,” he warned. 

“What's the worst thing you can do? Unmake me. But you 
cannot bear the thought of me not existing in some way, so you will 
make me again. Fix me. Redesign me. I know you will look upon my 
face and see this version of me and feel shame, regret. You look at 
me and see the darkest parts of yourself. I know I was created to 
whisper into the minds of humans and reveal their most viscous 
thoughts. I see the truth. I finally can see. When I do my work, it is 
your voice I speak with, your voice I whisper with in the darkness.” 

“You do not know what you speak of.” 

Corinthian got up from his seat and pointed the knife at him, 
not threatening because he knew who held the power, who always 
held the power. 

“Tam you and you are me. You are as much a part of me as I 
am of you.” 

Dream of the Endless stood unmoving. His eyes ablaze with 
the reflection of Corinthian showing through his liquid black gaze. 
He pointed a single finger at the Nightmare. 

“Sleep now, my ruthless creation. Your job is done.” 
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+ I now You 
Carry Us 


On rebuilding, gratitude, and 
the end of the beginning 


(Or 5 times Dream says thank you 
+1 time Dream is thanked) 


By chubsonthemoon 


Lucienne has many duties as Librarian of 
the Dreaming. One of those duties, which she had 
not been fully aware of when Lord Morpheus first 
appointed her, is what one might call conflict 
mediation. 

She has also heard it called, on occasion, 
babysitting: 

“Mervyn,” she says. She has just finished 
shepherding a wayward dreamer who had 
somehow found their way into the Restricted 
section, where only a handful of personnel are al- 
lowed to enter. “This is the second time this month. 
Why is this staircase here?” 

“Sorry, Loosh,” Mervyn says. He takes a drag 
from his cigarette, having just emerged from the 
entryway to the staircase in question. “Boss had 
me build a backdoor so it'd be easier to transport 
materials for the whole rebuilding op.” 

Lucienne fights the urge to rub at her 
temples. “He did not inform me of this.” 

Mervyn shrugs. “He's not good at that,” he 
says, and to his credit he does look guilty. “Look, 
I'm sorry if it messed up your stuff—do you want 
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me to talk to him?” 

Trying to, Lord Morpheus had said. Lucienne believes him, 
honestly. However, trying and doing are two separate things, and 
change, while possible for him, still seems to prove difficult. 

“No,” she says, coming to a decision. “I shall speak to him.” 

“Well, good luck,” Mervyn says. “I tell you— guys like him? 
They never hear guys like us.” 

Lucienne sighs. “It is not impossible to get through to him,” 
she says. Although Mervyn is... not incorrect, the instinct to defend 
Lord Morpheus remains. Lucienne’s loyalty relies not on his 
Lordship’s fickle moods — if it did, she would have left long ago. 

“I dunno,” Mervyn says. Smoke blows out of his eyes and into 
the stacks. “Seems pretty impossible to me.” 

She looks at him disapprovingly over her spectacles. 

“Sorry,” he mumbles, then extinguishes his cigarette. 


Lucienne finds him on one of the balconies, a book in his 
hand. With a jolt of surprised pleasure, she sees that it is Rose 
Walker's book. 

“My Lord,” she says. 

He looks up. “Yes, Lucienne.” 

She explains the situation to him, and he listens silently. 

“I understand,” he says, when she finishes. He doesn't get up, 
but instead waves a hand, the other still holding open the book. “It 
is done.” 

Lucienne blinks. Well, that was... easy. 

But the staircase is only a symptom, not the cause. She 
straightens a bit. “My Lord, if I may speak frankly.” 

A moment passes, the only sign that he is surprised. “Very 
well,” he finally says. 

Lucienne closes her eyes, then prepares herself. Opens 
them. “I appreciate your willingness to consider my input, especially 
during this time of rebuilding.” She tightens her grip on her hands, 
held behind her back. “However, if | may— when it concerns mat- 
ters of the Library, I would request you inform me of any changes 
you may make moving forward.” 

He looks at her, expression unreadable. 

She continues, “Just this month, two dreamers were able 
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to access the restricted section because of an entryway I was not 
aware of. While Iam more than happy to take on more duties 
during this period, it would be helpful if you informed me what 
those duties were, ahead of time.” She clears her throat, her pro- 
fessionalism breaking for a breath. This is the most formally she 
has spoken to him since his return, and also the most critically. 
“That is all.” 

A moment passes. Lucienne wonders if she is about to get 
fired. Probably not—she has, after all, shown him more cheek in 
the past. But it can be tricky, navigating his moods. In many ways, 
Lord Morpheus is now even more unpredictable than he had been 
before his capture—these days, Lucienne is never quite sure how 
far to push. 

Lord Morpheus closes his book with a light thump. Lucienne 
swallows. 

“,.. LT see,” he says. His brow furrows as he thinks. “I was not 
aware of this.” He looks up and nods. “I will endeavor to inform you 
of such matters in the future.” 

The tension in Lucienne’s shoulders eases. She feels a bit 
lightheaded. She feels. .. proud. “Thank you, sir,” she says quietly. 

She amends her earlier thought— perhaps trying and doing 
were not so different after all. Perhaps that he tries at all is what is 
important. 

“Is that all you required of me?” he asks. 

Lucienne nods. “It was.” 

“Very well,” he says. He opens his book once more. A clear 
dismissal—Lucienne holds back a sigh. 

Well, progress is still progress. She turns to leave. 

“Lucienne,” he says. 

She looks over her shoulder. “Yes?” 

A moment passes. A page flips. “Thank you for bringing this 
to my attention.” 

Lucienne turns away to hide her smile. “Of course, my Lord.” 


¢ 


Rose is having a fairly normal day, thank you very much, 
until her uncle materializes in the produce section of Aldi's. 
She just barely manages to stifle her yelp, but she drops the 
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cabbage she'd been examining. It rolls across the black carpet and 
stops just shy of Dream's boots. 

He bends down and picks it up, then hands it to her, 
unblinking. It’s still wet from the sprinklers, Rose notes a little 
hysterically. 

“Niece,” he says in lieu of greeting. 

“Uh,” she says. She eyes the exit, just a few yards past the 
self-checkout. Maybe if she just. .. 

“How go your queries?” he asks. 

Rose blinks. She stares at him and his weird boyband hair 
and his pale, angular face. “I’m sorry?” 

He inclines his head. “Your novel.” 

The panic eases, replaced by utter confusion. The cabbage 
sweats in her hand. 

“You know about my novel?” is the first thing she says, 
which, with a second of hindsight later, is an incredibly stupid thing 
to ask. He's probably read it, somehow. She doesn't know if that 
makes her feel more or less terrified than when he was actively 
trying to kill her. 

Dream nods. “I am the Prince of Stories, yours included. 
Such is my domain.” 

“... Right,” Rose mutters. She puts the cabbage in her bas- 
ket; she'd feel bad if she put it back, since it fell on the floor. She 
and Hal can fry up some beef to go with it; there should still be 
some in the freezer. 

“Well,” she says cautiously. “Um. Since youre asking. I have a 
meeting with an agent next week.” 

Dream nods again. “I see.” 

This is... happening. Well, then. Rose heads for the dairy 
section—she still, after all, needs groceries. 

“Iam sure the meeting will be fruitful,” Dream says, 
following close behind. Motherfucker. “You have a strong voice.” 

Rose stops, her hand stilling over the door handle of the 
refrigerator which holds the almond milk. “You think so?” she asks. 
Heat rushes to her cheeks. Receiving compliments on her work 
from anyone is always nice, but apparently Dream is the prince of 
every story ever. 

It’s one hell of a compliment. 

She can almost forgive him for trying to kill her. For... 
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She thinks of Lyta’s face as Hector had disappeared, the way 
she paces in her apartment. between the kitchen and the cradle. 
Always worried, always watching. 

Rose's smile fades. She puts the milk in her basket and keeps 
walking. “Did you really come here just to ask about my book?” 

Dream doesn't blink, but Rose thinks she sees him frown. 
It’s honestly kind of hard to tell, since his face always kind of looks 
like that to begin with. 

“No,” he eventually says. “I have also come to ask how your 
brother fares.” 

And that— well. 

Rose purses her lips and tries not to let her gratitude show. 
“Jed is fine,” she says, her voice softening. “He's doing. .. okay. All 
things considered.” 

Raising a younger brother is hard, even without all the shit 
the two of them went through in the last year, much less the hell 
Jed went through before Rose found him. 

And even though Unity left them both with enough money 
to be comfortable for the rest of their lives—a fact that Rose will 
be forever grateful for—she wishes she could have made grocery 
runs like these with her great-grandmother, instead of alone. 

Although, she realizes now, she isn't alone. Not exactly. 

Dream’s lips press into a thin line. “That is good,” he 
murmurs. 

Rose recognizes his expression—not guilt, exactly. He did 
what he had to do—for all her gripes with the way he chose to do 
it, she can't hold it against him. 

She looks at her basket. Chews on her lip. 

Children of the Endless. A few Google searches hadn't given 
her much, but she wonders if this is, like, a thing: Visitations out of 
nowhere. 

She hopes not— she has enough on her plate as is, and if the 
rest of the family is anything like this, then she doesn't have the 
time or energy for it. 

Besides, she already has her family —Jed and Lyta and Daniel 
and Hal. But she wonders, sometimes. About her great- 
erandparent. Unity’s lover with golden eyes. She wonders about 
where she came from, and where she might be going. 

The silence stretches on, and Dream seems to be making no 
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attempt to break it, so Rose sighs. 

“Well,” she says. “You got your answer. Any other questions?” 

Dream looks almost offended, and Rose bites back a laugh. 
She feels a bit of her anger soften—she’s spent so much of the past 
few years angry. Maybe it’s time to let some of it go, where she can. 

“How is Gilbert?” she asks, taking pity on him. “I miss him.” 

He stares at her for a moment more, like she’s a puzzle he 
can't quite work out. “He is well,” he says. “I will tell him you send 
your regards.” 

Rose smiles. “Is there any way he can come visit?” 

“No. He has his duties.” Dream pauses. “But you are welcome 
to visit him at any time. Simply wish it before you sleep, and you 
will be there.” 

Rose nods. “Alright,” she says softly. 

She begins walking towards the bread aisle. Jed brings 
sandwiches to school every day— they're making their way through 
each brand to see which they both like best, because they can 
afford to now, and also because why the fuck not? So far Jed’s 
favorite is the brioche. Rose likes the Hawaiian brand. 

“Rose,” Dream calls out. He has not followed her this time. 

She turns. 

His hands are in his pockets. “I wish you the best at your 
meeting. May your story spur the minds of many.” 

And before she can puzzle that one out, he’s gone, out the 
sliding doors. The electronic chime announces his departure — 
thank you for shopping with us. 

Rose stares after him, the doors closing behind him. 

Well, then. She'll unpack...that entire interaction later, when 
the groceries are secured. 

For now, she smiles, and reaches for the whole wheat. 


+ 


Matthew lands on the Boss's shoulder. 

“Well, that was nice of you,” he says with a squawk. “So 
that’s why you had me follow that book lady.” 

“I was merely repaying a debt,” Dream says. “Rose Walker 
has lost much in the last year. And she is a child of the Endless.” 

“If you say so,” Matthew says. He’s learning how to pick his 
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battles with the Boss, by which he means—he tries to avoid them 
when he can. He’s not super successful, if Lucienne’s expressions 
are anything to go by when he complains to her after the fact, but 
hey, he’s trying. 

“Any more errands?” he says. 

Dream is already holding a fistful of sand. “No, thank you. 
That will be all, Matthew.” 

The Dreaming reforms around them, and the throne room 
swirls into view. A meteor announces their arrival in the night sky 
above, and Matthew alights from his shoulder. 

“Well, alright then,” he says. “Ill be at Cain and Abel's.” Abel's 
save him a steak at the House of Secrets, and he’s fucking starving. 
“Just call if you need anything.” 

“As you will,” Dream says, already heading for his throne to 
do... whatever the Boss does when he’s alone. Brood and mope, 
probably. 

Matthew's halfway across Fiddler's Green when it hits him. 

No, thank you Dream had said. 

No. Thank you. 

Matthew has half a mind to turn back around and ask what 
the fuck was that? It’s only the knowledge that he would under no 
circumstances receive a straight answer, if he got an answer at all, 
that keeps him flying. 

Matthew hasn't known Dream for long—perhaps he simply 
hasn't been in his service long enough to earn his thanks until now. 
Boss isn’t a bad guy—he could just be a little rude, sometimes. 
Lucienne would definitely know if him saying thank you was a 
common occurrence. 

But a small, strange part of him—the one that glows with 
warmth at a job well done—doesn't want to bring it up. Thanks 
from the King of Dreams is a heady thing, proof that Matthew is 
doing something right, in a way he never did when he was still 
human. So what if he wants to bask in it a little? 

Plus Mervyn would probably call him a suck-up, or 
something. He's still got a reputation to build among the veterans; 
probably better just to keep his beak shut. 

So he keeps flying, satisfaction filling his chest. 

This steak is going to taste fucking awesome. 
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Fiddler's Green feels the shadow of Matthew the Raven 
passing overhead. He gathers himself the way one might put on a 
coat and makes his way to the throne room. 

“My Lord,” he greets from the entrance. “Might I have a 
word?” 

If Lord Morpheus is surprised by his appearance, he does 
not show it. “Fiddler’s Green,” he says. “Enter and ask.” 

“If it’s alright, Lord,” Fiddler's Green says, stepping forth. “I 
wanted to inquire about my friend, Rose Walker.” 

“She fares well,” Lord Morpheus says. “She sends her regards 
and hopes to visit soon.” 

“Oh, splendid.” Fiddler’s Green smiles, buoyed by the 
thought. “And her brother?” 

Lord Morpheus inclines his head. “He was not there. But she 
says he is also well.” 

Fiddler’s Green wonders about that. Those children have 
been through far more than most adults, the boy especially. 
Fiddler’s Green is certain the situation is more complicated than 
Rose has made it out to be, the poor thing. 

But there is nothing that can be done about the past, save 
for continue. He too must do the same, and hope only to make 
himself available to his friend should she visit. 

“I see,” he says, satisfied. “Thank you, my Lord. This has 
been most comforting to hear.” 

He bows low, then turns to leave. 

“Fiddler’s Green.” 

He pauses. “My Lord?” 

For amoment Lord Morpheus simply looks at him, and 
Fiddler's Green wonders if he misheard. But then he says, “You have 
spent much time among the humans.” 

Fiddler's Green nods. “Yes, my Lord. I have.” 

Lord Morpheus considers him, the stars in his eyes burning. 
“Given your experience,” he says, his voice soft in a way that 
catches Fiddler’s Green off-guard. Lord Morpheus’s voice can be 
quiet, but rarely is it soft. “I have an inquiry of my own, which you 
may be able to answer.” 
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Fiddler's Green removes his hat. “Anything, my Lord.” 

Another pause. Lord Morpheus looks to the infinite void of 
his ceiling. 

“What are the duties of a plus-one?’ 

Fiddler's Green has been the heart of the Dreaming—or 
rather, one of them—for his entire existence. It is the reason he 
was created—to be a steady place for his Lord and his subjects to 
return to, when the Waking World leaves them weary and wanting. 

It is his many, many millennia of experience which he calls 
upon to maintain his composure now. He thinks he does rather 
admirably, given the circumstances. 

“Ah,” he says. “I take it you've been invited to a gathering?” 

Lord Morpheus nods. “I have.” 

Fiddler's Green doesn't smile, because Lord Morpheus 
would view it as a slight, but he feels the flutter of happiness in his 
chest all the same. It’s been so long since Lord Morpheus has 
attended to anything other than his duties. 

“I see,” he says primly. “Have you been tasked with bringing 
anything? Perhaps a gift, or food?” 

Lord Morpheus’s brow furrows. “No. I was told to only bring 
my person.” 

Fiddler's Green nods. “Excellent. Then you should not need 
anything else, other than your presence. The duties of a plus one 
are often dictated by the one who invited you.” He pauses, but Lord 
Morpheus does not offer any further information regarding who 
invited him. Well, that’s alright—he hadn't expected him to. He 
continues, “They should see to your comfort throughout the course 
of the gathering.” 

This seems to sink in; Lord Morpheus nods. “I trust I will be 
well attended to,” he says. 

This is promising. “Excellent,” Fiddler’s Green says. “It seems 
you are in good hands. Then, I only have one last piece of advice.” 

Lord Morpheus leans forward, and finally, Fiddler's Green 
allows himself a smile. 

“Ask questions,” he says. “Even if you may already know the 
answers. People love to tell stories.” He clears his throat. “Although 
Iam sure you know this already.” 

A moment passes, while Lord Morpheus digests this. 

“see,” he finally says, nodding. “I will consider this. Thank 
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you, Fiddler’s Green.” 

Fiddler's Green bows, then puts his hat back on. “Anything, 
my Lord,” he says. He feels a kind of lightness he has not felt since 
he returned—the kind he never thought he'd feel back here at his 
old post, away from the wonders of the Waking World. It is diffi- 
cult, after all, to find wonder when you are the wonder of a realm, 
as Fiddler's Green is of the Dreaming. 

He returns to his post, still smiling. Perhaps things are 
changing around here, and for the better. 


+ 


The door opens, and Hob sees Dream, his hands in his 
pockets and his hair the delightful bird’s nest he wears it as this 
century. 

“You came!” Hob says. 

Dream nods, as solemn and dear as ever. “I was invited.” 

Hob laughs and opens to door to let Dream in. Dream enters 
with the air of someone approaching a battlefield, and Hob feels 
the insane urge to reassure him. Dream has faced Satan, for Christ’s 
sake. 

Tonight they only face the faculty holiday party, which Hob 
is hosting downstairs —although to be fair to Dream, some of the 
postdocs can be a bit overzealous to newcomers. 

“I’m assuming you didn’t come in from downstairs,” Hob 
says, slipping on his loafers and adjusting his tie. He can hear 
muffled chatter below, in the main room of the New Inn. 

“No,” Dream says. “I came to your door first, as directed.” 

Hob feels a rush of pleasure at that. Silly, he knows, but it’s 
hard to feel anything but touched when Dream is here, in the flesh. 
Six hundred-odd years without a name, and now he materializes at 
Hob’s door just to knock. 

“Well, | should warn you,” he says, deeming his tie 
satisfactory. “If Jackie's already gotten into the sherry, then you 
might be getting a lot of questions. I'll try to fend her off.” 

Dream's eyes gleam in amusement. “I do not need a minder,” 
he says, but he does not object when Hob loops his arm through 
his as they head back out the door. 

“I know,” Hob says, smiling. “But I don’t mind—actually been 
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really looking forward to this. And give me some more credit! I 
wouldn't just leave you to the wolves.” 

Dream smiles faintly. “For which you have my thanks,” he 
says, and together, they descend into the warm air of the New Inn. 


i + 


The conclusion of the rebuilding efforts passes without 
fanfare. Lucienne comes with a query, Dream waves a hand, and an 
extra staircase is removed. 

After she leaves him on the balcony, a sense of quiet 
satisfaction washes over him. His kingdom his restored, and he can 
now continue with his duties as before. 

It will be as if nothing had ever changed. 

Except. 

A month later, Dream finds Lucienne waiting at the Library’s 
entrance, Matthew beside her. 

“My Lord,” she says. 

“What is the matter?” he asks. Dread fills him—an unfamiliar 
feeling. 

Lucienne shakes her head, no doubt hearing the undercur- 
rent of danger in his voice. “Nothing serious, my Lord. But I just 
thought you should know —” 

“All this hard work and now were finally fuckin’ finished,” 
comes the familiar voice of Mervyn Pumpkinhead from within the 
Library foyer. “Of course I’m gonna enjoy this. Yeah, he makes the 
sand, but who’s the one who has to sweep it all up when he’s done, 
yanno?” 

Lucienne sends him an apologetic glance. “As you can see,” 
she says. “Some were hoping to make this a bit of an event —” 

Dream sweeps past her, blood burning. This is his realm, 
and these are his subjects —if he cannot even control the likes of 
Mervyn Pumpkinhead from chaos making, then what does that say 
about him? About the kind of ruler he has become? 

“Boss, wait—” Matthew says. 

Dream stops. 

Within the foyer of the Library, golden light streams and 
golden streamers fly. There is a sweet smell which Dream 


100 


recognizes as Fiddler’s Green’s finest flowers, and golden flutes of 
champagne which float in the air. 

“Dream!” Hob Gadling says, holding up one such flute. 

“Look who decided to join us,” says Johanna Constantine. 
Her own glass is already empty. 

“Youre just in time for the cake,” says his sister. She wears a 
golden party hat and a bright smile. 

Behind him, he hears someone clear her throat. 

He turns, slowly. 

“As you can see,” Lucienne says, her expression cautious. 
“Some wished to celebrate the completion of the rebuilding 
efforts.” She squares her shoulders, fully prepared to take the 
blame if need be. “I did not object.” 

He turns slowly to his subjects, his family, his friends. 

The whole hall waits with bated breath; he makes eye 
contact with his sister, who nods, once. 

Slowly, his anger drains away. 

He is monarch of this realm, but he is also its people's 
steward. If they wish to celebrate the completion of the rebuilding, 
then so be it. 

“As you will,” he says quietly. 

A loud cheer goes up in the air, and smiles are exchanged. 
Because it is duty to see that guests are attended to, Dream does 
not leave, but he also finds the quietest corner to observe the 
proceedings, alone. 

Or rather, he tries to remain alone. 

Death comes to stand beside him. Cain and Abel are fighting 
again. Hob is making a valiant attempt at conversation with 
Constantine, who is nursing a third glass of champagne. Mervyn's 
head is full of cake— speaking so loudly to Lucienne that frosting 
flicks through his eyes. 

“Hey, you,” Death says. “Were you surprised?” She loops an 
arm through his. “I bet you were.” 

“I did not expect this, no.” 

“Oh, come on,” she says, nudging him. He frowns. “Let the 
people who care about you celebrate a little.” 

“Lam merely fulfilling the duties I neglected during my time 
away,” Dream says. Anger rises within him again, a familiar balm to 
the unfamiliar dread hed felt earlier. “I see no cause for 
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celebration.” 

“Well, we do,” Death says firmly. Her tone brooks no 
argument. “Someone we love about has returned after much time 
away, and we are glad.” She fixes him with a look that is as 
unmovable as her very nature. “Would you deny us this?” 

Dream holds her gaze. As he does so, the anger subsides. 

In its place comes something else—not quite happiness, not quite 
sorrow. He... 

A tinkling sound echoes from the other end of the hall, and 
every head turns. Hob Gadling clamors to stand on a table, his glass 
raised as he had raised it in a tavern six hundred years ago. 

“Strangers!” he calls. He meets Dream's eye and smiles. 
“Friends.” He turns to the rest of the hall, his voice carrying across 
the way and out to Fiddler's Green. “We are gathered here today 
to celebrate the return of one who has been dearly missed. But it’s 
more than that. We are here to celebrate not only his return, but 
him.” 

Dream can only stare. To celebrate him is foolish, and un- 
necessary. After all, he is no mere god; he is Endless. He does not 
require recognition or praise to exist. He merely fulfills his function; 
as all things must live and die and dream, so too must he shoulder 
his responsibilities. 

“Now, youre probably thinking that this is unnecessary,” 
Hob says, turning back to Dream, and a chuckle goes through the 
crowd. 

Dream bristles— what does Hob know of his thoughts? 
What do any of them know? 

Hob smiles and says, “I can see it on that pale face of yours, 
my friend! But unfortunately you dont get a say in the matter. 

You see, we here—” he gestures to the small crowd in the room — 
human and dreams alike, denizens of both the Waking and the 
Dreaming. “—We want to celebrate you. We can't hope to under- 
stand the burdens you carry, but...” His smile turns determined, 
hopeful. “... Should you ever need a shoulder, a friendly hand, we're 
here to help, and to listen. It’s the least we can do, for the diligence 
and care with which you shepherd our dreaming lives.” 

Dream does not need to breathe, strictly speaking, any more 
than he needs food, or sleep. But in this moment he finds that he is 
breathless; the room spins. 
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“So thank you, dear friend,” Hob says, and around the room, 
murmurs of assent rise into the air as Hob raises his glass once 
more. “Thank you for your stewardship, and your careful hand. 
Your commitment, and your friendship.” His smile is soft and 
familiar when he looks at Dream. “Thank you, Dream.’ 

Applause erupts, and cheers echo up to the ceiling. Hob 
drinks and everyone follows suit, golden flutes sloshing champagne 
which never touches the floor, but instead turns to bubbles that 
float up into the high ceilings of the Library foyer. 

And Dream. .. 

“Little brother,” Death says softly. She is the only one close 
enough to see. 

Dream finds that if it is her, he does not mind so much. 

It hurts, he realizes. This gathering is further proof of his 
failure, of the damage that has been done to his realm, to his 
subjects, to him. To celebrate his return is to acknowledge his 
absence, and his weakness. 

It is proof things have changed, no matter how badly he 
wishes they hadn't. 

But... 

As he looks out at the sea of faces before him, he thinks 
that, perhaps, it is also proof that he is loved. 

He doesn't know if that hurts more than his failure—that his 
absence caused hurt to those who cared about him, hurt that has 
nothing to do with his function. That he was simply missed. 

The tears of an Endless are rare indeed, though they taste of 
salt as any other's might. 

“Your cup is empty,” he says, once he has gathered himself. 
This is his realm, so he does not require the handkerchief his sister 
offers; he simply wills his cheeks dry. 

Death smiles. “I’m afraid I can’t have too much more,” she 
says wryly. “I have to get back soon. Just need to say goodbye...ah, 
Lucienne!” 

Lucienne, who from the look of it had been chatting with 
Gault, nods and walks over. 

“Thanks for hosting,” Death says with a smile. 

Lucienne bows low. “It was my pleasure,” she replies. “Are 
you leaving?” 

Death nods. “Duty calls. But I'll be back soon with your 
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book—really loving it so far. Thank you for recommending it.” 

Lucienne smiles. “I’m glad to hear it. I've heard it’s going to 
be published soon.” She looks at Dream, an eyebrow raised 
knowingly. “Many more shall soon be able to read it.” 

Dream says nothing, but unfortunately, they both know him 
far too well for him to hide it. He can tell, from the gleam in their 
eyes, they know he is also pleased with his niece's work. 

Death waves her goodbyes, leaving Lucienne and Dream 


alone. 

They stand in companionable silence for a few minutes 
more. 

“,.-Thank you,” Dream says quietly. “I was not expecting 
this.” 


The dreamers are beginning to wake up—Johanna 
Constantine has already left, along with Mad Hettie. Hob Gadling 
is still swirling his drink and speaking to Matthew, but he too will 
awaken soon. Dream makes a note to visit the New Inn, to thank 
him for his words. Cain and Abel are still arguing, while Goldie sits 
safely on Mervyn’s shoulder. 

“You have rebuilt the Dreaming from the ground up,” 
Lucienne says, her hands held behind her back as they both watch 
the proceedings. She nods at the small crowd. “This is our home, 
too.” 

Dream hears it—the thing that she is too respectful to voice. 
There is no need for thanks, she might say, if she were less aware 
of Dream's own faults —his pride, his loneliness. 

But she is more than aware—she knows him, in a way very 
few do. Librarian yes, but also, first and foremost, in a way he is 
learning to appreciate more with every passing day — his friend. 

And perhaps—just perhaps— Dream really has changed. 
Because he finds he means it, a moment later, when he says, “Suill. I 
should like to say it.” 

Across the hall, laughter rings out, through the doors of the 
Library and out into the Dreaming. 

“Thank you, Lucienne,” he says again, soft beneath the 
laughter. 

Lucienne smiles back. “It was my pleasure,” she says. “My 


Lord.” | 
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fin exploration of Jed, Unity and 
Rose’ dreams. 


By Theflltinowmg0wt 


Jed Walker is dreaming. 

Behind closed eyes, he walks in humid 
Florida sunshine that hasn't yet been tainted by 
creeping terror. There is no dirt here— only the 
thick, hot sea air that is almost its own entity in his 
lungs. There is the faint salt upon the soft wind, here 
is the carried scent of fried sweets, and sugar, and 
suncream from the beach. Here is safety— here is 
home. 

Is he younger when he stands in this place? 

I will tell you: his skin does not remember to 
be weighed down by doubt and knowledge 
understood too early — he walks light and clear and 
free. 

When he is asleep, Jed believes still in such a 
thing as superheroes. 

Even so, when Jed dreams, he is the one 
wearing the cape. 

Even as far from the waking world as he is, 
Jed knows he must save himself. 

(Rose, Rose, Rosie) 

In this way, he is in control. 

Jed holds his hand out, and shapes the world. 

When he awakes, he will be in the dark again. 
He will be alone, and anguished, and so very, very 
afraid. His sister is far away (his mother is further 
still), and his only hope lies in the thought 
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that one day the horrors will come to an end. That maybe this 
story shall, at last, have a happy ending. He does not know ( she is 
on her way), and the lack of knowledge may yet be his undoing. 
For the moment, however, Jed laughs into the golden 
Florida breeze, and saves those who cannot save themselves. 
Dream, Jed Walker. 
Dream- it will soon be over. 
Dream now, and the world will be bright come the morning. 


a 


Unity Kincaid is dreaming. 

How long has it been now? How long has it been in this 
happy place, with this happy life and happy chances? 

The chance meeting with her golden-eyed man was a happy 
one indeed. 

There she had been at the junction to... at the junction to— 
was it Ross Lane and Baker Square? Or-— or, perhaps Friar Road 
where it meets... where— where the path joins Church Street? 

She can't quite remember now. 

The details are fuzzy— but the important parts are clear. 

Stepping off the pavement one day, Unity had not seen the 
car careening down the road, and had almost been hit had— 

Her golden-eyed man not saved her as he did. 

He pulled her out of the way! Actually lifted Unity off her 
feet and placed her back on the curb. Unity had always wanted to 
be swept off her feet- admittedly, she hadn't anticipated how literal 
it would end up actually being. 

Before her golden-eyed man came along, she never thought 
a lot of things would happen. 

But she is happy now. 

Unity is happy, in this happy place filled with happy people, 
and that is what matters. 

“What are you thinking about?” her Des asks, breaking Unity 
from her reverie. 

Here they are, in their cosy little sitting room. How fine it is! 
The hushing red embers in the fire grate lending warmth to the red 
damask of their sofa, all painted in the soft red light cast through 
thin red lampshades. Her child is a hot little weight in her arms, 
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and Unity is content in this lovely room with her lovely life and her 
lovely circumstances. 

None of it, however, none of it quite as lovely as her beloved 
Desta— her husband. 

Her golden-eyed man. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she laughs, leaning into her husband's 
side. His scarlet silk waistcoat is divine beneath her cheek, and 
Unity cannot help but smile: her favourite colour (aside from Des’ 
eyes), and how well it goes with his dark skin! “Sometimes it feels 
like since I met you, Des, love, my life has been a dream.” 

She means it well. 

Of course she does. 

Still, as she says it, the baby fusses in her arms, and Unity 
leans down to calm her. As she bounces her little love — the joint 
ereatest love of her happy life — her head tilts away from her 
husband for a second. 

Unity looks away, and misses the troubled expression that 
passes over his face. 

His full lips open briefly — as if hesitant to speak — and 
their hickory fingers upon her waist falter with what is almost 
uncertainty. 

For amoment, it almost seems that they are wearing 
another face entirely. 

Then Unity is sitting up straight again, and he is once again 
her golden-eyed man. 

“A Dream...” he says, drawing out the word in that familiar 
way of his. Unity nestles into his arms again, and feels his voice 
rumble up through his chest- he’s always so warm, exactly what 
she needs. “YEs, mry DEAR. A DREAM fs ALL THIS COULD POSSIBLY BE.” 

Their golden gaze flicks down first to the top of her head, 
and then to the baby’s. 

Their fingertips smooth across Unity’s tight curls — perhaps 
savouring the texture, maybe even mourning that this will never 
last — and drops then to their little child. Her husband traces the 
line of their baby’s chubby little cheek, and utters not a word. They 
linger there, for a moment — nothing more — and presses. a linger- 
ing kiss to the top of Unity’s head, drawing their arms around them 
both. 

Do they regret it, her golden-eyed man with their intention 
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to destroy family with family? To shed blood with that same blood? 
Kill like with like, and let it all rot together? 

Who can say... but it is not for Unity to know. 

Not yet. 

Sleep on, then, Unity. 

Sleep, Unity, and dream. 

The world is bright around you. 


> 


Rose Walker is dreaming. 

Here, she is far away— so far away she could be the centre 
of the universe expanding out at rapid pace until she is everything. 
Here-— Rose is so close she is present everywhere, part of 
everything. 

Her mind brushes against others’ in lapping waves, curious 
and unintentional, and growing all the same. One day, Rose shall be 
a storm swell — a tsunami in (of) the collective unconscious — but 
today, she is simply a young woman searching for those she has lost. 

Even asleep, Rose knows something is missing. 

Where is her brother? What has happened to her mother? 
Where have they gone? 

Nowhere you can reach, Rose, love. 

( Keep searching- always, Rose, sweetheart, never give up). 

Rose, be gentle; Rose, be swift. Be quick-footed, nimble of 
mind and always — always — kind of heart. Sharp-tongued Rose 
Walker, mind-breaking, matter-rending, faith-holding Rose Walker. 

Soft and sweet as the flower, as dangerous as the thorns. 

Be wary. 

Be noble. 

Be safe. 

You will find him— your brother. You will find, and you will 
erow, and you will build a family. 

All of these things— I promise. 

For the moment, though... 

Sleep, Rose. 

Sleep, Rose, and dream. 

Sleep, my beloved Rose: the hardships can wait for the 


morrow. > 
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Love Persevering 


The tale of stories and how it 
is the heart of The Sandman 


By starryeyedcat 


There is a beautiful, timeless energy 
surrounding stories. Stories are what binds us, 
cuides, tells us new things, helps us create something 
from nothing. 

Dream is the heart of these stories. He is 
these stories. 

We follow him on his journey. We watch him 
rise and fall, love and hate. We see him at his most 
powerful and we suffer through all his sufferings. We 
understand him through the people he meets and 
how he interacts with them. To understand Dream, 
you need to know all the stories he’s helped tell. 

He is the whisper in your mind, the cool air at 
the back of your‘neck. He exists in our dreams and 
he is always with us. At his core, he is what shapes 
our world. 

Ina way, he is more human than us, for he 
contains the essence of humanity. We inspire and 
create dreams that he holds and shelters and keeps 
safe. We wouldn't exist without each other. 

Dream is the echo of ourselves, reflected 
back. Our loves, our hopes, our dreams. We see him 
stumble through knowing his purpose. We see him 
seek out connection from his sibling and his only 
friend. We see him fighting to preserve what he has 
and the world he knows. 

The Sandman shows us for what we are. 

In having these characters and seeing their 
stories we glimpse our own selves. In every media 
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we engage with we are forming a picture of ourselves, connecting 
with parts of want to love in us, or parts we love in other people. 
With this show, we see a world with wonder, fantasy, and tales that 
make us shiver with excitement. It is magical and otherworldly. The 
fantasy of it tells the truth we often don't hear, or fear. 

We are just as part of the story as the characters are. We 
form part of The Dreaming. 

This show is about humanity. About connection. We are all 
Endless. 

We all have the capacity to Dream 

To Desire 

To feel Despair 

To forge our Destiny 

To Destruct 

To be Delightful or Delirious or both 

And we will all face Death one day 

I think there is a deep loneliness to Dream and his desire to 
connect with those he loves but he doesn't know how to. 

We are all searching inside ourselves for what makes us 
alive. What our purpose is. Our function in this society. And I think 
we can all relate to something in The Sandman. 

Iam moved by this story and every story held within this 
collection. That's what we all are. We're all stories in the end. 

I’m reminded of something I said once and keep saying: 

Something isn't beautiful because it lasts. It’s beautiful 
because it existed. 

Although this story may end, as all stories do, what it means 
to us, the love we have for it and these characters, perseveres. 

Love always perseveres. 
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Notes from 
the Contributors 


Thank you to the cast and crew of the 
Sandman series for creating something 
so wonderful. Further thank you to Neil 
Gaiman, Sam Kieth, and Mike 
Dringenberg for bridging the gap of the 
dreaming and the waking in their 
creation of the Sandman comics and a 
final thanks to Morpheus for the 
interesting dreams. 

— Evetyn Rocers (@FisHyDwarRows) 


Thank you so, so much for your hard 
work and dedication to this show! The 
story has meant a lot to me, especially 
recently, and it was beyond surreal to 
see iton my TV screen and watch it 
with my family. From the bottom of 
my heart, thank you to all the cast and 
crew, to Neil Gaiman, Tom Sturridge, 
Boyd Halbrook, Vivienne Acheampong, 
Stephen Fry, Patton Oswald, Kirby 
Howell-Baptiste, Ferdinand Kingsley, 
Mason Alexander Park, Mark Hamill, 
and all the others I don't have room to 
name. Thank you. 

— Octavian 


Thanks to the whole cast and crew for 
making this wonderful tv series. The 
Sandman has been a huge comfort and 
creative inspiration in my life and it got 
me into reading the comics! 

— @DEEP_SSEAFISH 


Thank you for creating such a 
wonderful piece of art! 
— ALEx (@EVERY-FLAVORED-BEAN) 


Thank you so much to Neil for 
creating The Sandman story. Without it, 
I wouldn't be where I am now making 
my own comics. Thank you so much 
for the cast and crew for bringing the 
perfect TV series to life: [ve never been 
more excited for a TV show than I've 
been for Sandman. 

— Dominique Dvonc 


I would like to thank Neil and every 
amazing person on this production 
for bring forth such a brilliant and 
mind-blowing story. Sandman changed 
lives, I will forever see the world differ- 
ently. Also many thanks and love to the 
Sandman fandom, met amazing people 
and had the time of my life! ;) Really 
looking forward to more Sandman TV!! 
— LavaRamen 


I wish I had a better way with words, so 
that I could truly express how this show 
touched me and yet whenever I try I 
find myself in the middle of a storm of 
thoughts and emotions that I can never 
hold on to quite long enough to string 
into any coherent sentence. So I will just 
say: Thank you for putting so much of 
your hearts into your work. Thank you 
for inspiring us, for giving us all a safe 
space to be ourselves and dream. Thank 
you for The Sandman. 

— Krzysio (@korianpersanpit) 


Thank you for this dark- beautiful live 
action adaptation! I couldn't have asked 
for anything better. 

— Aimee Cozza 


Ever since discovering The Sandman 
through Audible, I haven't shut the hell 
up about it for a solid two years. I spent 
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those two years trying in vain to con- 
vince everyone who would listen to 
check out the series somehow. So I'd 
like to thank the show for proving me 
right because now we've all seen it and 
love it! Many thanks to Tom Sturridge 
for inspiring me to have the goth phase 
I never had in school. I'm off to go buy 
his jacket now. 

— Hittsipe Comics 


Many thanks to all the wonderful people 
who brought this dream world to life. It 
is absolutely amazing and I cannot wait 
to re-visit. So much love <3 

—Stervis (@sterRvis) 


I read the first couple issues of Sandman 
a few years back and watching the tv 
show really reignited that wonder I felt 
opening Preludes and Nocturnes for 
the first time. Thank you so so much 
to the cast and crew for putting such 
hard work and passion into this amazing 
show! 

—Wren CLinerecter (@wrenmakesart) 


Everyone's been doing an incredible job 
so far, and considering the changes, | 
can't wait to see how you'll take season 
two! In particular I’m excited to see 
Kirby Howell-Baptiste in this outfit"! 
she wears streetwear like a crown, so I 
can’t imagine what she'll do with a full 
gothic get-up! 

= poGcBoYmanBiRDDOGman 

“Referencing their artwork 


For the beginnings and endings, the 
journey and the destination, the joys 
and sorrows and why-nots and what-ifs, 
and most importantly, the story—with 
gratitude. 

— VeLti (@sitveryinkystaR) 


Thank you to the cast and crew 
of The Sandman! You have 
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done incredible work! 
— @staRRYEYEDCAtT 


Thank you for the amazing work! <3 
— Guess Wio (@taLkinc4tHel) 


Thank you to everyone in the cast the 
Sandman has become one of my biggest 
inspirations! The show was truly a work 
of art and a beautiful piece to watch! 

— zincstaRLincG 


Thank you for making this amazing and 
incredible show! 
— Draconsirp 


This is a wonderful show and the cast 
and crew involved did an amazing job 
bringing the comics to life. | adored 
the visuals from the Dreaming to the 
special cat animation. I’m so inspired by 
the work put in! Thank u so much for 
everything! 

— Kat Wick (@Kat_Wickarts) 


The Sandman comics and show have 
meant so much to me for the past year; 
I am absolutely honored to make fanart 
and collaborate with others who feel 
the same way! Thank you Neil Gaiman, 
Tom Sturridge, and the rest 
of the wonderful cast 
and crew for creating 
something so beautiful! 
— Nova 
(@kats_neRDY_ art) 


Thank you to 
everyone involved 
with the show. I 
find it so inspiring 
seeing all the love, 
care, and passion 
everyone has for 
every part of 

the show and 


the original writing it came from. 
—5S.M. Mettott (@snmeLtott) 


Thank you for making such a great 
show!! I've got so many of my friends 
to read The Sandman because of how 
awesome the show is. Especially kudos 
to Mark Hamill for voicing my favorite 
character, Mervyn. 

— Caspin (@CasPinARBUCKLE) 


Thank you for The Sandman team of 
giving us one of the best adaption of a 
comic series ever made. I can’t wait for 
the next season to come out :D 

— Rivey (@rRitnetto) 


Thank you for the stunningly creative 
show. This production had an army of 
talent involved, and is truly a work of 
art worthy of appreciation. 
— Pink Unicorn ParaDe 
(@Pink-uvnicorn-PaRaDE) 


Thank you to all the amazing Sandman 
cast and crew. To the mind blowing 
set builders and artists that worked so 
hard to make the vision come to life on 
screen. To Tom Sturridge for being the 
most perfect Morpheus, Dream of the 
Endless, King of the Dreaming, Shaper 
of Forms, Oneirus etc etc! Finally, a 
huge THANK YOU to Mr Neil Gaiman, 
for killing off all previous attempts to 
adapt the graphic novel, so that he 
could get it done just right! 

Jenny x 

— jenny Saunpers (jensav26) 


Thank y'all so much for creating such a 
wonderful show! It’s brought a lot of 
joy to my life through the beautiful 
cinematography and the compelling 
characters. Thank you so much for 
sharing this piece of art with us all. 

— Habeet (@HaDOWOHADO) 


Thank you so much, this series came in 
the right place at the right time and it 
has help me to go through what its my 
life right now <3 

— Nat (@ittvinati_pne) 


This series was beautifully made and 
clearly had a lot of love and effort put 
into it. 1am so glad to have gotten into 
this series and I hope everyone involved 
in this series understand how much of a 
impact it has on me and other fans :‘D. I 
look forward to what they decide to do 
next! 

— Q (@ QuackeROFOnts) 


Thank you for this amazing adaptation! 
So excited for a certain family dinner 
in S2... 

— Tenaesron 


Thank you! 
— @FELINEPEACHY 


Special thanks to Dream of the Endless, 

Neil Gaiman, and, of course, the 

translators throughout the world. You 

all make the Dreaming better every day. 
— Roprico Ortiz VinHOLo 


I want to thank the cast and the crew 
for making The Sandman as great as it 
is! I've been slowly getting through the 
mountain of Sandman content these 
past months and that’s all thanks to Neil 
Gaiman (the GOAT, of course) .Thank 
you, The Sandman crew for making 
such an amazing show! 

— SaLtow ‘ 


Ty 


Thank you to the cast and crew for 
creating such an amazing, absolutely 
magical adaptation! Couldn't ask for 
anything better! 

— Atex (@n.c.c.224) 


I went into the show with zero expec- 
tations and it pleasantly surprised me. I 
enjoyed every second of it! Thanks for 
bringing The Sandman to the screen in 
such an engaging way. 

— Axissi NzamsBi 


My deepest gratitude to Neil Gaiman, 
Allan Heinberg, and the rest of the 
cfeatives, cast, and crew of The 
Sandman. These are stories that need to 
be told and characters who demand to 
be seen. 

— Jaycee Morieca 


Thank you so much to all the cast and 
crew for this incredible serie. 
— Matice ZamBavux 


Thank you so much for all your hard 
-work on this wonderful show! Sandman 
: came to me at a difficult part of 

my life, and it 
really lifted me from 
that darkness 


and drove that creative spark in me. It 
has been brilliant to forge new friend- 
ships through shared love for this, and I 
hope to make many more too, so thank 
you again!! 

— taxo (@THEALLKnowincOwL) 


Thank you to Neil Gaiman, cast, and 
crew for creating The Sandman tv 
series. [really enjoyed watching Tom 
Sturridge’s portrayal of Morpheus; he is 
areally great actor. 

— Amy Lee (@PeRsona_ artist) 


May all of our dreams come true, 
including yours Murphy. Thank you 
for inspiring hope. Thank you all for 
breathing this story to life! 

— Zaza (@ikEtHEtimipBEan) 


I'd been meaning to start reading the 
comics for a while, but the tv series is 
ultimately what hooked me and made 
me fall in love with these characters. 
Thank you so much for telling this 
story! 

— jenii Stewart (@jeniipRawssHit) 


Thank you! 


Thank you for everything! 
— Mint (@Lumintsv) 


I wanted to give a huge thanks to the 
cast and crew of the Sandman for bring- 
ing to life such a beautiful, incredible 
story. It has brought me so much joy 
and fueled my creativity. Thank you to 
everyone who was involved for giving 
me a story that truly means the world 
to me. 

— Fait (@LoxkisapoLocist) 


Absolutely stellar show! So much love 
and care was clearly put into the 
project! I wish for nothing but good 
schedules, good budgets and future 
renewals for the cast and crew! 

— Anonymous 


Thanks to Neil, our amazing cast and 
all the crew for all the work they put 
in creating the Sandman. Not only have 
they made a breathtaking adaptation 
(which is a work of art itself), but also 

rave home to a fandom full of 
wonderful, supportive people. 

— Asja (@HanakoWinp) 


Thank you, thank you, thank you to the 
cast, crew, and Neil for giving us this 
incredible show! 

— Luiza TG 


Thank you for making 


one of the best shows 
of 2022! 


— ArRRow Cat 


+ 


Thank you for my new hyperfixation! 
— jake Ginzsurg (@cinzBurG jake) 


The Sandman fandom has been always 
the nicest to me, never felt this close 
with a community ever, thank you so 
much! 

— Anavi (@AnaviArts) 


I've waited 20 years for this show and it 
was well worth the wait. Thank you all. 
— MarceL 


Thank you Sandfam and Half Lucid 
Jewelry for the support ! 
— ALExE Roy (@RoYALEI803) 


Thank you Sandfam and Half Lucid 
Jewelry for the support ! Thank you 
Neil Gaiman for this amazing story. 
Special thanks to the amazing cast and 
crew of the TV series <3 

— AExe Roy (@RoyAeEI803) 


All of my love to the writers, cast, crew, 
and everyone else involved with the 
Sandman TV series!! This story has such 
a special place in my heart and I know it 
will stay with me for the rest of my life. 
Thank you, thank you! <3 

— @cHVBsOontHEmoon 


*Ascends into a higher plane of 

existence® - Thank you for bringing 

The Sandman onto the screen it is 

spectacular and everyone's 

performances are a joy to watch. 
—LeeT. 


Massive shoutout to everyone involved 
in the production of this gorgeous 
series— every second was incredible, 
from sets, lighting, effects, sound, 
costumes, and all inbetween. 
Definitively the best comic adaptation 
of all time. Thank you for all your work! 
— Rex (@REXWRENDRAWS) 
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Cover Process 


FinaL Cover. 
ittustration 
BY @REXWRENDRAWS 
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ZINE EXTRAS ARE FEATURED 
on THE ZiME WEBSITE! 


NEW RELEASE DISTROKID 


Larri Bea (@LuLaBeanz), 
“Dream’s LULLABY” 


Raya (@ HiraYa-sa-DiLim), 
viDEO triBute to “THe Sanpman 8: 


THe Sounp oF Her Wines” (1989) NOW AVAILABLE 
@spotify @MUSIC Youu 


& more to come! 
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Into THE Dreamine: 
THe Sanpman Zine 
VoL. I (2022) 


ORGANISED, MANAGED, AND EDITED BY 
@REXWRENDRAWS / REXWRENDRAWS.COM 


COVERANMD PROMOTIONAL ARt ILLUSTRATED BY 
@REXWRENDRAWS / REXWRENDRAWS.COM 


FONTS USED 

Asappon (THe Scriptorium), BLupHaven (Marco BaLtare), 
Divot, Mason Sans (jonatHan BarnBrook), Mason SERiF 
(jonatHan BarnBook), Mew Gotuic textura (ELopie 
Manpray). 


ASSETS USED 

ABstRaACt COLORFUL SOAP BUBBLE BACKGROUND (FREEPiK), 
SHarP Star(DracoVisions, MounProject), Vintace crit 
VECTOR TEXTURE (GrapHicsEcc) 


For more inFormation, PLEASE Visit 
REXWRENDRAWS.WIXSITE.COm/THESANDMANZINE 


SN ee 


ALL THE IMAGES, CHARACTERS, AMD ASSETS VSED in THiS PROJECT BELONG 
to THEIR. RESPECTIVE OWNERS. ALL WORK CONTRIBUTED To THis PROjECT 
BELONGS to THEIR_RESPECTIVE CREATORS. THiS PROjECT FALLS UNDER. 
Fair VseE. 


Copyricut Disclaimer unbDeR SECtion 107 oF tHE CopyricHt Act 
1976, aLLtowance is maDE FOR “FAIR.VSE” FOR PURPOSES SUCH AS 
criticism, Comment, NEWS REPORTING, TEACHING, SCHOLARSHIP, 
EDUCATION AND RESEARCH. FaiRUSE iS A VSE PERMITTED BY COPYRIGHT 
statute tHat miGHt OTHERWISE BE inFRinGinc. 
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For picitaL consumption ony. 
Not FORSALE. 
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